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people, not mine. Have I created
their miseries ? What can your
youthful Poet Renouncers do to relieve
sufferings like theirs ? Tell me that.
King, it is we alone who can truly
bear those sufferings, because we are
like the river that flows on in gladness,
thus lightening our burden, and the
burden of the world. But the hard,
metalled road is fixed and never-
changing. And so it makes the burden
more burdensome. The heavy loads
groan and creak along it, and cut deep
gashes in its breast. We Poets call to
every one to carry all their joys and
sorrows lightly, in a rhythmic measure.
Our call is the Renouncers' call.
Ah, Poet, now I don't care a straw
for Sruti-bhushan. Let the Pundit
go hang. But, do you know what
my trouble is now ? Though I can't,
for the life of me, understand your